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Foreword 



Knarig's is overhead poetry in meridian. 

They are not just emotions recollected in tranquility 
but they become blood in her veins* burgeoning into many- 
splendoured verses with unique word-combinations. The 
senses are forced into paroxysms of action. With supreme 
confidence and knowledge, she attains the unknown. Images 
of sub-surface* surface and over-surface coalesce, and cross* 
ing frontiers of v&bal exuberance, Knarig achieves a voice, 
a rhyme, and memorable lines. As such, each poem is a 
message to the world. 

In the poem "THERE IS NO TIME** she asserts thai 
the soul is : 

"The breath of each second that God exhales for 
man"... "The land is pregnant It has no time. It is the 
coming birthu" 

"And if man will strangle the air, 
That birth will bnsathe 
In another realm.** 

She feels : 

"The magnet of my light brings 
Spaces closer to purify each second 
Mass destructive thoughts of live worlds 
And bring them toward the blue 
And its essence, the love blood,** 

She sings the chanteait of centuries, She sings 
when rivers pour into the set. She sings when the sun 
warms the heart of the Universe. 



She sorrows when the world is crossing itself : 

"Tempestuous whirlwinds. 
Galloping. 
Strike each other. 
Passing through windows 
Where people,... 
Torture each other... 
As if the world is preparing 
A funeral parade." 

The word "SKVKN" haunts her like passion. She chirps : 

"By the desire* of seven skies, 

Seven birds in veils 

Visited the Earth... 

Gathered the people of all nations,... 

All worked together, reaped aad lived 

Under one Sun.... 

And the veils of those birds 

Wound the thread that ties the world 

And holds together the invisible net" 

The poet travel* toward the sky wife a bucket of water 
n band to gather the light of the stm. 

She pleads with the start to name on th road of her 
fcikfs dreaming soul. The doors of "Severn Hgaveos* will 
otter diamonds on her path. From chfldbood days, she 
loan the ceaseless melody of a Carousel, wfafcb she builds 
ad writes the feelings of many Uvw. 

-We were turning toward Gate*** where Angek 
torherupto"beWghaiidbrhi| dtett higher". nd 
oday she sings : 

-My Carousel is the well of the Creator 
For digging together aad pulling the wpe 
Thai bring* beauty out of the vdted face of a rock. 



Of a sadden she sings like Nobel-Laureate Rabiadranath 
Tagore : 

**The wounded echo 

Of my lonely heart 

Jouraeyed 

A vast distance 

Wihout returning." 

Her last tear strangling the breath of her voice, she 
feels a presence tapping on the door of her heart. 

Her poem THE HONEYMOON* 1 is exquisite. We are 
thrilled to read these magical lines ; 

"You, 

As the night 

Held my burning stats 

In your breast 

And, like a meteor. 

My sliding pulse arced 

With iny imagination into your bosom." 



and Ksarig Wfches a new high in her last poem *THE 
MOTIONLESS TWINE" ; 

"MotiocOefls, 

I poured In ripples unending 



There where our 

Ftory yeftp 

And our hearts 

Weaving in steps 

T0 the ta^m of DNA* 

Wire pictttring 

Tb0 cdlulokJ 



Really a poem to podder. 



Here are verses leagued with fire, spiralling beyond 
vails of Great Afar. 

This is a book which deserves, by its sheer thought 
ent and universal appeal rendering too all the languages 
of the world for the benefit of manidnd. It is indeed 
gratifying that an excellent beginning has been made in 
tlto direction by translating the book into "Tetogu", which 
is also popularly known as **Andhram* f by Dr, 1 Bapu 
Roddy, one of the eminent poets of India, Alphabetically 
-Bating. Andhras. the 60 million Tdogu-spealting people 
of South India, have naturally the first daim for adopting 
this treasure of wisdom and vision. I congratulate my 
beloved friend. Dr. Reddy, tot enriching Telega literature 
with his translation of this immortal work and for dedicating 
the same to the Telugu people living in America as a token 
of IndoAmerican friendship on the occasion of the 5th 
North America Telugu Conference held at Los Angeles 
vfaere, incidentally. Dr. Knarig herself is living. I also 
compliinent the organizers of the conference for setting a 
laudable example of such cultural exchanges. 



Dr. KRISHNA SI&N1VAS 

Edilor-to-Chirf + 

POET (An International Monthly), 

MADRAS. INBSA. 
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A WORD ABOUT TRANSLATION 



My revered friend Dr, Krishna Sriniva*. KdUor-in-ChWf 
of *POETV an international monthly, desired that I should 
translate the book of English poems "There Is No Time* 
written by an eminent poetess Dr. Knarig Boyadjian of 
U.SA Whatever may be my other qualifications for under- 
taking such delicate task; I felt the obvious qualification 
was my being awarded an honorary degree of Doctor of 
Literature, along with her, by the World Academy of Arts 
aiicl Culture at the 7th World Congress of Poets in Monxsoo 
'-last year However, translation of poetry is an extremely 
hazardous and arduous task. Therefore, I was overtaken 
by doubt and deffidence at die very outset, But as ! started 
reading the book, I thought that it would be a great privilege 
and boaosr to Introduce Dr. Knarig Boyadjian, a poetess 
possessing the wealth of noblest thoughts and a visionary 
of universal Jove, to the millions of Telugu readers who 
are tbe ardent fever* of creative and mystic literature, 

Dr. Knarig is not only a great mistress of poetic art 
but also a remarkable luminary of music compodtkut 
Heaiee 1 * cogitating as to how to translate 

&^fi from her spiritual and philo- 

sophical thoughts and glowing with her inherentiybeeatiftj 
English dfctbtt. Bat suddenly I got a pat on the back 



om my beloved friend ami scholar in English language 
nd literature Mr. P. Satyanarayana. Yes, we decided 
> undertake the translation together as if it had been the 
roverbial churning of the ocean injeaich.of the divine 
unbrosta. We did find the itecter ftowiBjg; out, but along 
nth it the poison, too, The readers may kindly note that 
be merits in these translations are ffiie outcome of the 
Distance I received from Mr, Satyanarayana^ while the 
lefects are the consequence of my own inability. However, 

give the readers the benefit of total perception and joy 
>f the inimitable style and beauty of Dr, Kwijf$ thoughts, 
he original English poem is printed aloi with the 
ramJation, Discerning and sympathetic readers may kindly 
joint oul the defects. If any, In thfc translations so that 
hey could be recti0ed in the subsequent editions 
rf the book, in alt humility. 

I am indeed grateful to Dr, Krishna Sriirfvas for writing 

1 scintillating and profound introduction to tie book, 1 
also thank the publishers Sukhela Nikethan, particularly 
Srat, K. Hymavalhi. Genera! Secretary of the organisation, 
for lending their support in my first adventure of translating 
a book of poetry, I am also beholden fe the eowr-designer 
Mr, Bali and its printers, Sri Ramafcoja Printing Works, 
Vijayawada, as welt as the printers of Hie book, Don Bosco 
Technical School Prms, Guntur, who did an excellent job 
at short notice. ! would also like to record my appreciation 
for Mr, K. Koieswara Rao who wBBngly spent Us leisure 
tee in supervising the printing wott I am particularly 
grateful to the organizers of the 5th North Ainerlca Telugu 
Conference, especially Or, Raghaveodra S. Prasad, for 
providing an excellent forum for presenting this book to 
tbe Telugu people living ia America, as a token of mutual 
friendship of India and America, FtaaHy, I adore 
Dr* Knarig Boyadjian, a poetet* rf oelotital heights and 
a mother of mighty thoughts, oo &e top of tbe mountain 
peaks of my gratitude for giving me the experience of 
tfrollrng in the immonal garden of onivefta] literature, 

J. Bapu Roddy 

3^7-1985, 
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I HLRE IS NO TIME 





FOR EACH PARTICLE LIGHT A CRYSTAL BUTTERFLY 

My soul gazing at flowers, 
Sniffed their essence ad became 
A crystal butterfly soaring hi nature. 
Wherever she stopped, she belonged 
In their colors because erf the rainbow 
That clothed her inner garment. 

My soul carried the red rose 

Soaked in the red of my heart 

Whose thorns would be cleansed 

There with my blood, and mingling become 

Two tM&B&m the veins giving birth 

To a c*til4 warm and authentic. 

My soul chose the violet. 

Following her humbleness and beauty 

To eater the altar of her own temple 

Of wine and bread laced with light 

That she would be transformed 

As perfect love for each particle light 

My love is praying. 



art! 



e ftfJ ctA 



sr 

SP ^jddordcrt^ff* *&&* 

^i a nxrfco 

era 



era *ttifogar> 



300*00 
2 



THERE IS NO TIME 



The sty ^d nature arc ashen; 

With hair whitened 

By pain that ages, 

fbey come to the Gale of The Soul 

To advise each child of thi* Earth, 

To whom you are a mother. 

Souls do not have color 

But faave love. 

They arb the breath of etch 

Second that God exhales for man, 

The land is pregnant. 

It has DO time, 

It is the coming birth; 

And if man will strangle the air, 

Thai birth will breathe 

fa another realm, 

Hie waves of its pain 

Will come to cleanse the i 

For soot* who fed the need 

It ts &e pain who cries, 
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TRANSFORMATION 

A stonecutter, a lumberjack 
And a student came together 
In a park. Sharing bread and wine. 
They discussed everyday affairs. 
*Where are we going?" 
"Every day doing the same thing." 
"It's monotonous.** 
Thay deckled, for a little white, 
To go higher and look 
From that level 
At their possibilities, 
Putting their minds together 
WMb the feeling of a soul in flight 
Like eagles they began to fly 
To unlimited Mystic height 
Where they decided to blend 
Feding wilb mind, 
Tbc stonecutter with his sculpturing, 
The lumberjack with his violin. 
The student with his podry 
Transformed Ye* 
Civilteatioo. 
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THE EY6 

! am the eye whose existence 

Is in a blue star. 

Sleep is my creation 

For your resu and my vigil 

! remain unshakable. 

The magnet of my light bring* 

Spaces closer to purify each second 

Mass destructive thought* of live worlds 

And bring them toward the blue 

And its essence, the love blood. 

My pupil's diamond cuu 

With streams erf light that pierce 

The mud by their infinity whose 

Presence was never created 

But existed, whose 

Tattoos were stamped on the image 

Of your soul's mouth whose word 

is the same, the fay at birth 

And daath, but whose tarn 

Were ooly with the coming 

Experience of birth 

And the *st of obediooce 

t am the eye of tbe blue star. 

My alivmots Is your pute. 
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MY SONG 



I sing when the rivers 

Poor into the sea, 

I sing their mingling. 

I sing when the zephyrs 

Caress with Love 

The leaves of trees, 

I sing with the birds 

Greeting with JOQgs 

The arrival of spring. 

I sing at the beauty 

Of flowers who* they 

Pot out their fragrance, 

{ &jf at the first hour 

Of the breath of a child 

As be rests in his mother's arms. 

I sing when the sun warms 

The heart of the Universe. 

Ill sing when the world sing* 

The Song of Peace. 
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WHHSI THE BELL RANG 

When then the bell of my lite rang, 
I faced Truth before the open door 
Of my Temple, led my feet 
Toward the altar. 
The great struggle of my 
Unsuspecting mind shattered 
My awakening knowledgeable twl 
Which did not have time 
To bottow words that could 
Express him. My steps followed 
The pagrfm's way, seeing 
From afar the sparkling 
U$it of biawrs, a Prayer 
Burning from the olive tree 
Of my soul. A flood of words 
Whistled hi my mind's mute ear 
Mingling with the flowing curve* 
Of my souTs waters, moving as 
Two breaths touching each other 
Foe the first time honeymoon, 

groom's fingers removing 
' bridal vrfl; and dWm 

fire willing the first kiss, 
wfth the pain of mother love 
^oadrfng her flewhorn child the 
Sacfc&jg voices murmur of hunger 
Satisfied by mother's milk. 
The agtag grandmother's 
Quivwing voice prays 
For her grandchildren, I toe 
The drop of 

Wetness for the prodigal soul 
On the cross of his making. 
Then crowing the rainbow 
That has everywhere ornamented 
Theroamtag of my wakening itat* 
& a wocid erf Low I give Love 
And IMi Hi M*M* at I go. 
OcxJ ti 
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THE MIRROR 

Today 

In my room, looking ai myself. 

I recalled the first mirror of my infancy 

The face of my mother. 

Which was entirely tove; 

The. mirror of my adolescence, 
Where my presence 
Was aaefldy curiosity, 



In my youth, 

By usiqg others* eyes a?, a mirror. 

I proved my beauty. 

Mature, 

I saw the beauty of nature 

Reflected in my eyes, 



But is my old 

Gathering all into my &c>ui* 

I found myself m the shadow of my mother. 
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THE DIFFERENCE OF WORLDS 

I sing the enchantment of centuries, 

A chain of souls* simitar minds 

Inseparably linked with Love; 

And I shake myself that one ring 

From this chain may bring out 

fa a second, a revolt 

Fh edifying ground against emptiness. 

If people knew the difference 

In the lives of worlds, 

That unwinged souls, left free 

In countries without purpose. 

Roamed inhaling air 

Without understanding 

What the breath was for; 

And we without air. 

How shall m fly with our wings? 

Without the push of that breath 

Toward the Unlimited World, 

The birthplace of our souls. 

We drde the Pool and only there 

Do we see, behind the pot of du*t 

To the onreachabie Potter, 

There, wt become nude. Shaking off 

Heaviness of this dust, we breathe Eternity. 

Prison U to roam only in our bodies, 

Let our souls be free of weight. Only then 

Hay w reconcile the difference of worlds. 
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SILENT IS THE DAUNTED SWALLOW 

The world is crossing itself. 

Silent is the daunted swallow, 

Its wings open 

Like an umbrella without ram. 

How will he know 

The path of his migration? 

In which direction 

To build his nest? 

On which quiet land? 

Oh, the world is crossing itself. 

Tempestuous whirlwinds. 

Galloping, 

Strike each other, 

Passing through windows 

Where people, 

In the confusion of their minds. 

Torture each other 

With their deeds; 

And the whistling of the wind 

Pulling them down. 

Ringing the bells 

For tbe smell of death 

As if the world is preparing 

A funeral parade. 

The waters of the *ca 

Chaajp colors 

With each new grief, 

Strangling the fish 

And witt the tears 

Of their cries. 

Between the pain crack* 

CH bloody rocks. 

Come to be poured 

Oat the surface of globe 

To wash the thorns 

And beat the wounds 

Of the Earth. 

Now, as the world 

Retrieve* what wa* lost, 

Tto wings of the wallow 

Rise from the ruin*. 

Calling the light, 

Calling ti* 



* *^ 



e bb t tooroao 



OOA 



THE THREAD 



By the desires of seven skies, 

Seven birds in veils 

Visited the Earth, 

In a garden they gathered hooey* 

Hive ajad bees, made them talk with flowers. 

Bonded rivers to seas 

And stood on the rims 

Like a utobow singing the song of Unity, 

Gathered the people of all nations, 

Gave them the harvest seed. 

All worked together, reaped and lived 

Under oae sun, the circle of Unity 

Turning by the power of understanding; 

And the veih of those bird* 

Wound the thread that ties the world 

And hold* together the invisible net 
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A PREPARATION 

Wet was my sou!. 

In a twilight atmosphere 

Beyond the clouds. 

Around me 

Seven flowers bloomed 

And, 

One by one 

Enfolded me 

WitWa themselves. 

And touched me 

With their heavenly 

Smelling dew* 

The li$it was appearing lo me, 

I had no tears, 

The shining restfulnesn 

Within me 

Moved the flowers 

So that they bloomed 

Again and again. 

A celestial group guided me 

In a predetermined direction. 

There 

We watched 

Until the melting of candle* 

And after* 

Words of prayer 

Were placed within me: 

"Obedieace is the funeral of ego, 

They wrapped me 

With thoid candies. 

fo smoke of inceiu-e. 

With melody of flute; 

My soul was made to dance 

Bundled in unlimited time. 

Until the inflammation 

Of the obstruction 

Of my meditation showed. 

In a half dream state, 

They placed me as a foetu* 

in the womb of my mother. 

Where the dust sheltered me 

Until they pushed out 

The torch 

Whose light would never end. 
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THE HORSE 



From a height with self-confidence. 
A horseman came riding as 
In a majestic parade, ruling his horse. 
Seated as though on a throne 
The splended while horse, galloping. 
Dashed from atar with loyally- 
Even in the storm, 
Carrying his honor on hii back. 

in silent admiration, my eye* 
Followed horse and rider. 
Matured desire raised me to a height 
To create my horse of life 
To restrain and ride with confidence 
That the running miles of this world 
Be my conquered land 
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THE MOVING BREATH AND BRUSH 

In my veins, 
It drizzles 
The light 
Which reposes 
In darkness; 
And my spirit 
As * love traveller, 
Meets with beauty 
Face to face* 
Which takes birth 
Eveiy second 
From her 
By Inhaling 
The eternal essence 
Of creativity 
That brings for* 
Two tow 



And follows 

Their impulsion 

Toward the unfathcaaal 

To to a mother 

And a poet, 

By their laborf 

Buraiag dasire*. 

The teax I *twt 

For th*ft 

Spray lite oo the imM, 

Perpetually 

Turning fee wheel of Oght. 



The 

Aod breatfa of the wbUme 
Where I release 
Tbebody and words 
Of Ibe sod and nature 
In ttot ooBinnmioo 
Whidh is 



From the letgue 
Wboeo oarce 
Is the 

A* * mother, 
As a poet 
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COMPETITION 

I felt the movement of my body 
Like a professional dancer, 
Drunk with its own beauty* 
Neglecting mind and soul. 

Mind, always ignoring both, 
Arrogant with knowledge, 
Flying in philosopher's heaven. 
Left soul and body. 

Soul* sad for their conceit, 
Longing for harmony. 
Cried : "H I leave now. 
Neither of you will exist. 
I am Life, and you 
Its shelter. Beauty matures 
By moving together." 

Competition was suddenly over 
When the ego disappeared. 
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EVERYONFS 



Clouds arc gathering seeds 

Of this moment. It is raining. 

It is raining, My past in 

Sprinkling down in a fine mist; 

Sombre memories, a melody 

Ringing in my ear. sung by 

Another in my past. Today, 

II is singing within me, 

That song was someone el*e\ 

And everyone's. Whole centuries 

Have been played and set free 

On the waves of life. 

The durance of its traveling 

Has oo age. It mec* a traveler, 

Fills him with an agitation that 

Stirs past and present memories 

That mdody is the voice 

Who invites death before the Truth, 
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ONLY WITH YOUR LOVE 



Mother, only with your love 
Have we held, for a moment, 
This universe. Grief put on 
Its farewell robes so that we 
Ware lightened, reaching 
The heights, the Gate of God 
Where the source of life 
Flowing within us delivered 
From shivering from inherited 
Sins of the unknown past. 
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THE "HEARS OF BUNKING UOS 

I traveled 

Towards the sky in the night 

A backet of water in hand, 

To gather 

The light of your stars. 

Ami ! drank from its mirror 

The tears of blinking lids. 

And telt the grief of your ham 

Dripping in their eyes 

1 rose in your spaces 

To gather your will 

With year harvesters. 

I sifted the goodness 

Of yoor seeds 

On the sleeping womb 

Beneath the veil of the world* 

So that by its dryaess 

It would not bum 

Hie heart of your sky. 
I appoiaehed you 
Ftaa your wonted world 
By turning to a love 
fe your pate. 
To bring a smile 
On the cheek of your *oul, 
That was the moment 
The lamp of my birth 
Wa* spatted by you. 
Now It is I who ob. 
Hit scenes of dost 
Dispelling dust 
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FOR YOU, MY CHILD 

When the morning dew descends 
On your carnation, I will be there. 
For your night of sweet sleep, 
I will become the lullaby. 
For your beautiful flying dreams, 
I will be the pushing breath. 
I will become the sweetness 
And the iove speaking as you too 
Caress your child in your arms. 
X will become the uoseeo power 
To lift the burden of your pain, 
I wUl be unlimited waves 
Of happiness to keep your smile 
Forever on your face. 
I will be the dove who brings 
The answer to your prayers 
For you, my cfiOd* 
My 
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A DROP OF WATER 

An empty pitcher in my hand, 
! watch its spilled water- 
Efforts of my dreams 
Dissipated aJ! in vatcu 
Lulling myself. I sing in my pain. 
Offer me bat a drop of water. 
! thirst in sorrow, 
My friend. I beg you, 
My heart is burning, 
An incessant furnace, Pass. 
Pass me your pitcher full. 
Then retrieve it, 

Do not be negligent of me* 
Let the rim of your pitcher 
Approach my parched lips. 
Abandon me not in the middle 
Of both fire and pain, 

My hopes have dispersed 
With your vanished footprints; 
And the stormy waves of my heart 
Struggle with the brief moment 
"At my command 

How. forced to fill 
The empty pitcher 
With the deluge of my eyes, 
A thirsting desire presents 
My picture for you alone. 

It is certain the pitcher 

WiD remain on ihe rim 

Of the road I trod; 

As Ms world whirl* 

Our footprints will mingle, 

You will know the ultimate 

TWrst erf everyone on Earth; 

And I one of them, 

Keep your heart aware and 

The fountain of, your love flowing 

Generous as I to yon,., 
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WITH THOSE LIGHTS 

My child may stars and stars 

Flame on the road 

Of your dreaming soul. 

From the doors of Seven Heavens, 

May diamonds be scattered 

On your path; 

And with those lights, 

May your shimmering dreamt 

Be transformed by 

The beauty of Reality 

On the throne of your Ufe, 
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CARousa or ACHIEVEMENT 



From my childhood until today, 

I hear the never-ending melody 

Of a carousd. I decided to build 

The carousel of my life; 

And the wheel which was luraiag 

Wtihin ma to the four comers, 

Where the empty seats were wailing. 

Made me sat in each of them, 

The loneliness of the carousel 

Where the future was a null 

Called me to invite the love, 

The smile, the words ami the sharing; 

Aad I decorated the seats with them. 

! brought the flute; inventing 

Sweet melodies. Often 1 played 

With the sound of running brooks, 

the artist, with her brush in hand 

I asked to call the sunrise together; 
And with the blood of a pen firmly held, 
I m$ writing the feelings of many lives, 
We were taming toward Galaxies 
Where godly beings were pouring 
The rain of the heart's nobility, 
Around me were the friends 1 had gathered 
Afld my soul w*s fulJ with joy, Then 
I leaid the angels say. "Be high 
And bring others higher.** Today, 
My carousel is the well of the Creator 
For digging together and pulling the rope 

Wngs ixaufy out of the veiled face of a rock. 
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MY PRAYER FOR YOU 



I pray for yom 

For today, and tonight 

For every footstep 

Of my life 

Until my death, 

And beyond, behind my death, 

I would take your burden 

On my wings, take it so high 

Behind the stars that even 

The shadow of it 

Would not touch you. 

And you would feel light* 

From heights, I would semi you 

Blue to wear in its purity 

With a new prayer 

That you too 

May one day send to another, 

Yet, I am praying* 
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THE WINE OF MY P6 FRUIT 



Tonight 1 drank pain 
From the rim of your eyes 
Where my stagnant blood mingled 
And regulated the beat of love. 
I felt, with the rain of your 
Cloudy sky, the fainting 
The ptea of burning candles 
And the incense of your love altar. 
The grief of immaturity made me 
Watt from spring to summer. Now. 
With the wine of my ripe fruit 
I come to age in your love barrel 
So thai every day of your life 
You taste my love in sips. 
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MY TODAY 



Today my lips still 
Shivered 

Prom the sudcteo visit 
Of your zephyr caresses. 
The melodies of your love rata 
Melted the snow of my heart, 
Prom afar, a bird trilled. 
A bird trilled. 

Today my lost spring 

Clothed as a bud 

Appeared. 

So hot 

Was the breath of my heart 

That it quickened the bud. 

And my lips, opened by you. 

Kissed it, 

Buried in the dream 

Of magic leaves* 

Today my heart 
Caresses your rote, 
Caresses your rote. 
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AURORA 



At dawn, open 

With hope, your feathered 

Kisses caressed my eyes 

And opened them, 

la your arms the world 

Was beautiful; I gazed 

Into your essence 

& the depth of your eyes. 

You wanted, with the sun's rays. 

To watch the games my face 

Played with your heart. Them 

My hair spread like * fan 

On your chest, I became 

Coquettish, the slave of your love; 

A Jove so sweet that ! would 

Turn to its warm breath the fruit 

Of my flesh and 1 knew 1 was prey 

Of the hunter who took 

Without breaking the wings of the bird. 
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THE ECHO Of MY HEART 



The wounded echo 

Of my lonely heart 

Journeyed 

A vast distance 

Without returning. 

As if my last tear 

Had strangled 

The breath of my voice. 

In silence, 

It was the agony 

(X hope's lamp* 

Suddenly, 

You bore the tidings 

Of your presence 

Incorruptible light, 

When as a pilgrim, 

You tapped on the door 

Of my heart's cottage. 



61 



3* JTolfc 4ti5S 



cr I 



52 



THE TRAVELER OF MY LIFE 



I search you 

So that 1 might share 

The extent of my joys 

And sorrows, 

Like a river tumbling 

Toward the sea. 

I hold you 

Uatil your warmth 

Irrigates my desire 

Like the sun 

The heart of our land. 

I love you 

As the traveler 

Of my dreaming life. 

I follow you 

As the night 

Will pursue the day, 

Till my lips 

Touch your lips 

Where love's silkworm 

Nets the silk of our unity. 
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SHIPS PASSING BY NIGHT 



While stars twinkle 

In celestial height, 

People neglecting nature for the night 

Enjoy themselves deep in the ship. 

Ignoring struggles toward the waves. 

With a great promise in iu silence 

In a majestic parade, 

Without complaint the ship passes by night. 

Passengers dancing on champagne 
Forget their pain; 

But carrying all those on its shoulders, 
Vigilantly, the ship passes by night 

Those borrowed burdens are shared, 
One by one, with its partner the sea 
To smooth iu will, While passing. 
The ship flirts with night and sea. 

Ships, similar by chance. 

Like strangers occasion to meet. 

Creak the wind moans through canvas 

As ships give respect, passing in the night. 
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THE RRST LOVE 



In the beginning 
Of your life's spring, 
I brought jasmines, carnations 
And watcrlilies, I put 
The bouquet in your hands, 
They flourished with you 
The innocent flower of Spring 
With your sweet, soft smile. 

When I found you in that bouqucu 

I felt the difference anew, 

With your look of lighted beauty* 

Rays beamed like burning stars, 

I had not yet brought you my rose 

So love would not speak 

Too suddenly. 

I want you to remain unrcachablc, 
That only I may hold you. 
My angel, I don't want other hands 
On your lighted face. Let me 
Approach you* the breath pulsing 
In my chest, the warmth of my kisses 
On your Ops. the first love opening 
The young doors of your heart, 
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THE HONEYMOON 



You, 

As the night 
Held my burning stars 
In your breast 
And like a meteor. 
My sliding pulse arced 
With my imagination 
Into your bosom. 
I was bursting 
With the repttire 
Of that embrace 
In the moment 
Of the honeymoon, 
And seeing the turning 
Of your mystical beauty 
In which my wholeness 
Was rolling. 
Oh it was wet, 
Tears of the body, 
Enfolding each other, 
We were swimming 
As the lonely lovers 
Of the universe. 
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THE WEDDING OF MY HEART 



It is night. 

Three lanterns burn 

Before a hanging wooden cross. 

Kneeling I repeat 

The prayer of my confession. 

On my abstract journey, 

The kiss that confronts 

With my burning lips; 

I spell out your name. 

My heart storm bitten 

With your love's Joy 
Adopts your three syllables, 

Holding them 

Before the lanterns. 

She marries them with my name. 

It is wedding of my heart 

And my prayer 

Is the witness of my lips 

That secretly repeat them. 
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THE MOTIONLESS TWINE 



I knew you. 

With the tears of my joys, 

I filled the cup of happiness 

Wi&iove 

In which I saw again 

How each of our particle bodies. 

Dancing in shivers, 

Were attracted by the day, 

Proving the covering of the sotil, 

And wetted with sweat 

Mingled passion. 

There ! saw 

Our eyes 

With asheoiqg fire 

Like the eyes 

Of a peacock's tail 

Fan and dose. 

Motionless, 

I pouted in ripples unending 

My cup, 

There where our 

Reiy eyes, 

And our hearts 

Weaving in steps 

To the motion of DNA, 

Wore picturing 

The celluloid 

JeiL 
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THERE IS NO TIME Dr. KNARiG BOYADJIAN 




ABOUT THE TRANSLATOR 



X>i% J, Bapu Reddy Is an eminent poet of India writing 
mostly in Telugu, a language spoken by 60 million pepole of 
South India, He published 10 books of original poems inclu- 
ding a book of English Poems "fn Quest of Harmony", He 
won the prestigcous award from Andhra Pradesh Academy of 
Lite-ature in 1971. He was recently awarded the degree of 
Doctor of Literature (Litt D) HONORIS CAUSA by the World 
Academy of Arts 8- Culture at the 7th World Congress of poets 
held in Morocco. He toured extensively all over the worfd and 
was honoured in U ft and U.S.A, He recites his poems beauti- 
fully and can often be heard on AH India Radio and Television* 

Dr, Reddy was born in 1936, Ha is a post graduate in 
Economics. He obtained a diploma in National Dovelpment 
from the Institute of Social Studies, the Hague, He is a member 
of the coveted Indian Administrative Sarvice-presently working 
as Executive Director, Tobacco Board, India, Ht i$ an Indain 
Editor for Poet, an international monthly. 
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